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TWO LIGHT BEARERS 


(A Reprint from THE MENNONITE) 


The Light of the World is Jesus Christ, the Bear- 
ers of this Light are the Christians, whose life and 
persons, far more than words and deeds, are the 
tiny candles in the growing darkness of this world. 
Yes, a tiny light compared with that of the Master, 
a spark of shine in the encompassing night in con- 
trast with the sun’s brilliancy filling the heavens 
from end to end, yet, where the servants of God 
carry the light, the darkness feels and flees it. 


This “Mission Number” aims at presenting to its 
readers some of the struggles and results of this 
Light shining in the Night, so let us hear of two 
Light Bearers here in the Lame Deer Montana mis- 
sion field. 


They are both Cheyenne Indians near or past their 
fifty years. The older one belongs to the family 
of a famed Indian Chief and was raised accordingly, 
also receiving some schooling in English. Later on 
he became initiated in certain sacred tribal rites 
which gave him a higher standing among his peo- 
ple. However, when sorrow came to his heart and 
lodge, in the course of years, he felt keenly that no 
Cheyenne ceremony could comfort him and_ his. 
Thus as he gradually became influenced by the 
Christian religion, the true Light filtered into his 
heart. “Gradually,” because he was of a quiet, hon- 
est and thorough nature, averse to all hastiness, dis- 
order, dispute and laziness. The Government ap- 
preciated the man, made him an Indian policeman, 
which he remained for fourteen years. Later on he 
became and now still is one of the three tribal 
judges. 

It was twenty-four years ago that he became a 
Christian and joined our church, confessing his faith 
in the baptism. His wife followed him, later on the 
rest of his family. Still, for several years a sacred 
object, i. e., so regarded by the tribe, was kept in 
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his home. This caused suspicion among some 
of: the Cheyanne Christians and he got rid of 
it. Coming to me, he said, it had not been easy for 
him to do so, not at all because of the former sa- 
credness of the “object,” in which he no longer be- 
lieved, but it was the most beautiful gray wolf skin 
the tribe had, and he considered it an heirloom of 
the family. 


He was eager to be instructed in God’s Word, also 
to learn to read it in Cheyenne. And as the Light 
grew in his heart and life he felt driven to witness 
for it wherever possible, in his person and words. 
Thus he gradually became a useful and faithful 
Native Helper in our mission work, without relin- 
quishing his government service and home duties. 
And now, for the past fourteen years, he has served 
our Birney station, going there on Saturday, visit- 
ing the Indians and holding the Sunday service. No 
bad weather or subzero cold held him back and his 
faithfulness was not without actual results. 


The other Light Bearer had a Cheyenne chief for 
father, but his bringing up had no connection with 
Indian religious ceremonies. His nature was rather 
wild, loving all that pleases the flesh, not caring at 
all for gods or God. Thus the ways of the tough 
and rough allured him and he learned plenty of it, 
under the influence of godless white people. He 
says himself, “I cared nothing for God or gods, I 
craved for the company of such who delighted in 
drinking, dancing, smoking and far worse evils. I 
went to many places in the States with “Wild West 
Shows,” led a hobo life, no morals, nor religion mak- 
ing any impression upon me.” 


Finally he settled in the cowboy life and govern- 
ment service in which he was when we came to 
Lame Deer in 1916. A few years after, when he 
began wooing a fine Christian widow, member of 
our church, we feared for her. After her marriage 
with him, she avoided us and the church services 
for quite a while, then began to come again, but 
alone. In the prayer metings she would plead 
for her husband, that he might be drawn to hear 
the Word of God. And, lo! one Sunday evening, as 
we held the Lord’s Supper, he appered in the church! 
Then and there the Light of Christ burst upon him, 


and his whole being responded. In this Light he 
saw the Night of his heart, tears started from his 
eyes, a new man was in him. From that day on 
he turned his whole being from the one he had 
been slave to. That is the grace of God worked 
that in him, Kept him in his life and made him 
a Light Bearer for his tribesmen. That was fifteen 
years ago. 


Last week, one evening, he and the other Light 
Bearer were sitting with me and others in our room, 
remembering years gone by and what they had 
been saved from. They thanked God for what He 
had done to them, in saving them from the power 
of darkness. The one said, “Where would I be now, 
had God not saved me? ... But what a tear and 
hard wrench it was from the life of sin! And, dur- 
ing these past fifteen years, how much has the 
Evil one done to make it as hard as possible for 
me, he using not only the heathen, but sometimes 
Christians, yea, members of my own relatives to op- 
pose my Christian stand.” 


He, too, learned to read the Word in Cheyenne 
and has become a Native Helper of our Mission. 
He is a Light Bearer here in Lame Deer, in Sun- 
day School, preaching and prayer meetings, also 
going to Ashland from time to time. 


These two faithful Light Bearers each have pe- 
culiar and hard struggles as Christians. The one, 
because he formerly officiated in sacred tribal 
ceremonies, is still respected (maybe feared) by 
his tribe people and they dare not oppose him like 
they do the other one. But he is continually told 
what an important man he could be, were he not a 
Christian. What honor, benefits and stand he would 
have in the tribe. Then he is offered this or that 
for accommodating them. Again they pity him, an 
Indian of his stand, to occupy such a low position, 
helping a white man, getting almost no renumera- 
tion made equal to other Christian Indians who are 
of low descent and rather “common trash”... .etc. 


The other Light Bearer is attacked in a different 
way. His former wild life is aired out in all possible 
details. On the basis of what he once was, he is 
sometimes at Ashland, also do some camp visita- 


together to fabricate evil reports against him. He 
is left aside in tribal matters, where he could and 
would be of valuable help to his people. Formerly 
he was praised for his singing, at the dances, and 
nothing was said against his sinful life. Now he 
is raved at because he has become a good man and 
a Christian! 


If the average Christian man among white people 
had to live and labor in such a dark, pagan atmo- 
sphere, day after day for years and years under 
continual opposition and false accusiations, how 
long could he hold out? For the sole desire and 
intent of such a darkness is to choke, blot out any 
ray of light that shines into it. The two Light 
Bearers among these Indians feel that far more than 
we missionaries. In the Indian mind we are Whites, 
what we preach is our religion, we have a full 
right to it. Quite a different matter is it for a 
Cheyanne, for he is not supposed to become a 
white man, he should never adopt his religion, but 
be faithful to the tribal. customs and beliefs. 


The two we mention have stood the brunt of 
the power of darkness, often in weakness and weari- 
ness, discouragement and despair, sometimes left 
alone in their struggles by other Christians, their 
light flickering and choked by the spirit of dark- 
ness. But again they wave their light with cour- 
age, hope and their hearts singing. 


This reminds me of men ascending or descending 
the very steep trails in the Alps at night. The 
leader waves his mountain lantern as he _ goes 
ahead through a labyrinth of boulders, rockwalls, 
precipices, steep slopes, or meets the terrific im- 
pact of winds, snow, hail, often blinded by thick 
fog or the snaky lightning flashes that break into 
shivers immense rocks. Then again the path be- 
comes smooth, the light shines bright, all is calm 
and the stars are seen above. Finally the dawn 
appears, the sun rises in its glory and the lantern’s 
light is quenched. That time, that day is coming 
for all the Light Bearers, when night and struggle 
shall vanish in the presence of Him whe cometh, the 
Light of the ego. 4 


—Rodolphe Petter 
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